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In Whispers of Memories Poems on Alzheimer's &

Dementia, the delicate intricacies of memory and love are unravelled through the lens of poetry.

This collection explores the profound emotional landscape of Alzheimer's & Dementia, offering a

compassionate and heartfelt portrayal of both the struggle and the resilience that accompany this journey. 

Each poem acts as a window into the complex reality faced by individuals living with Alzheimer's &

Dementia and their loved ones, weaving together themes of loss, connection, hope, and the enduring power of love.

The collection opens with vivid reflections on the gradual erosion of memory, likened to a fading

tapestry or scattered fragments of autumn leaves. 

The collection opens with vivid reflections on the gradual erosion of memory, likened to a fading

tapestry or scattered fragments of autumn leaves.

These poems capture the disorienting experience of

Alzheimer's & Dementia, where once-vivid moments drift into the mist, yet are never truly lost. The words evoke a sense of mourning for the past but also highlight the beauty in fleeting moments of clarity and recognition.


As the collection progresses, the poems delve deeper into the relationships tested by the disease. 


The bond between caregivers and their loved ones becomes a central motif, illustrating how love

transcends language, logic, and even memory. The collection acknowledges the heartbreak of

witnessing a cherished person slip away while

celebrating the small victories an unexpected smile,

a shared laugh, or a fleeting spark of remembrance.

A recurring theme throughout the book is the resilience of the human spirit. The poems remind us

that even as memories fade, the essence of a person their love, warmth, and spirit remain. Through

metaphors of light breaking through fog, threads of an unravelling tapestry, and photographs frozen in time, the collection underscores that love endures where memory falters.

Whispers of the Forgotten is both an elegy and a celebration. It invites readers into the intimate

moments of this journey, encouraging empathy,

understanding, and hope. Through its lyrical

exploration, the collection sheds light on the shared

humanity that connects us all, offering solace to those who have been touched by Alzheimer's &

Dementia, and a profound reminder that love persists, even in the shadow of forgetting.

This book is not just about Alzheimer's & Dementia; it is a testament to the enduring connections that

define us, the strength of the human heart, and the beauty that can be found in even the most challenging of circumstances.
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In the garden of the mind, where flowers bloom bright, A symphony of colours once danced in the light.

Roses of laughter, tulips of dreams, Each petal a memory, each moment a gleam.

But seasons are cruel, as time takes its toll, The vibrant garden fades, losing control. Once radiant blossoms now wither and fall, The whispers of life grow faint, so small.

I walk through this garden, searching each path, where echoes of joy now mingle with wrath.

Your laughter, once clear, now distant and grey, the melody falters, slipping away.

Yet deep in the soil, beneath tangled roots, the essence of you in silence still shoots.

A seed of your spirit, your laughter, your care, Persists in the shadows, though hidden, it’s there.

I call out your name, a song on the breeze, But the winds of your mind are capricious seas. Sometimes you answer, a spark in your eye, other times silence, a tearful goodbye.

The moments we shared like stars in the sky, now dim in the night, though once they shone high. Constellations of memories scatter and fade, As the threads of your story slowly unbraed.

Yet love, like the sun, refuses to wane, its warmth cuts through fog, eases the pain. Though shadows grow longer, the daylight retreats, I’ll tend to this garden through struggles and feats.

Each forgotten detail, each name you’ve mislaid, is a flower replanted, though memories fade.

With the care of a gardener, with patience and time, I’ll water the moments, help them climb.

For you are still here, though hidden in haze, A soul unforgotten, a life ablaze.

In your smile, faint but steadfast and true,


The garden still whispers, “I remember you.”


Though the weeds of confusion grow thick and entwined,

And the pathways of thought are harder to find,

I’ll walk beside you, through bramble and thorn, for even in twilight, love is reborn.

Your stories may drift like leaves in the air, But I gather each fragment, hold it with care.

For what Alzheimer’s takes, love seeks to restore, In the quiet of moments, we create something more.

Together we’ll wander, through mist and through rain, Through the ebb of the tide, through sorrow and pain. Though the garden is changing, its heart still beats, in its ever-fading corners, our love completes.

So here in the garden of memories frayed,

Where the edges of life slowly cascade,

I promise to stay, to nurture, to see, that even in shadows, there’s beauty to be.

For while the flowers may fade and the colours grow weak, the language of love needs no words to speak. In the silence of dusk, I’ll hold you so near, and tend to your garden, year after year.

When winter descends, and the last petal falls,

When memory’s echoes fade in its halls,

I’ll still be here, your constant, your guide,


In the garden of love, where we both reside.
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The table is set, the candles alight, A soft glow fills the room, warm and bright. Once a haven of stories, laughter, and cheer, now a quiet stillness, your absence is near.

The chair that you filled, carved with care, now sits in the shadows, heavy and bare.

Its emptiness lingers, a silent refrain,

A haunting reminder of love mixed with pain.

I set the plates as I always do,

One less than before, but the ritual feels true. The clink of the dishes echoes the past, Moments of joy that faded too fast.

I tell you a story as if you are there, hoping my words will hang in the air.

But your gaze is elsewhere, adrift in the haze, Lost in the labyrinth of Alzheimer’s maze.

I see you, my love, though you seem far away, A shadow of who you were yesterday. The lines on your face still speak of your years, A map of our journey, our laughter, our tears.

Do you remember the mornings we shared, the coffee, the sunlight, the worries we bared?

Now, those mornings are fractured, pieces undone, as though time has unravelled, strand by strand, one by one.

I reach for your hand, though the touch feels faint, A bond that persists, though memories grow faint. The empty chair may echo your loss, but love cannot be measured by absence or cost.

For even in silence, you remain, In the rhythm of life, in joy and in pain.

The chair is a symbol, but it’s not the end,

You’re here in the moments we manage to mend.

For Sometimes, there’s a flicker a spark in your eye, A fleeting connection that time can’t deny.

You laugh at a joke from decades before, for a moment, it feels like the world is restored.

But then, as swiftly as clouds obscure the moon, The silence returns, an unwelcome tune.

And the empty chair looms larger again, A constant reminder of love and of pain.

Yet I choose to remember the life that we built, The moments of joy, not the shadows of guilt.

For even in absence, you’re never apart, you live in the chambers of my steadfast heart.

The chair is a monument, silent and still, A place where your presence lingers at will. Though it holds no body, it cradles your soul, an anchor of love that still makes me whole.

I speak to the chair, to the air, to the void, to fill the great silence that time has employed.

For in the act of remembering, you are made real, A testament to the love that I still feel.

As the candles burn low and shadows grow deep, I sit by the chair and quietly weep. Yet in those tears, there’s a glimmer of light, A whisper of hope in the stillness of night.

For love transcends time, memory, and space, it finds its own path, its own sacred place.

Though Alzheimer’s may steal what the world used to know, it cannot erase the love that still grows.

So, I leave the chair empty, a space to revere, A symbol of absence, yet filled with you here.

For though you may wander in shadows elsewhere, I’ll always see you in the empty chair.
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